176                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
pressing his feelings about the Germans. His main resentment seemed to be against the fact that the Germans were decimating our ranks when we needed men so badly* Zofia dressed his wound and I offered to help him to the hospital But the boy protested vehemently.
* 111 go by rmself What do you take me for? A sissy?"
He staggered, and I steadied him with my arm just in time* I went \uth him up Topiel Street and across the pile of debris at No, 19 He held out for a couple of blocks. At Cicha Street he fainted I ran to fetch some help. At Command 2/4 they gave me a man and a stretcher. They had their hands full themselves, for a shell had just* burst m their quarters, wounding three nien and causing serious damage
We left Stefan at the hospital. On the way back, a new explosion flung us down, and I woke up partly buried in a pile of sand that had been dug out an hour or so before for a grave. Next to me lay five mangled bodies of civilians who had been killed on Copernicus Street and were here awaiting bunal A soldier helped me up*
"What's your hurry, sister? Not yet,** he warned, eyeing meaningfully the fresh grave
The soldier assigned to me from Command 2/4 sat a few steps away, rubbing his head with one hand, holding onto the stretcher with the other The stretcher was not destroyed, thank God I thought that the man's injuries and my own bad bruises were not as important as the fact tbsit the stretcher was still good. We had so few stretchers. Or was it that we had so many wounded?
Together with my companion I returned to Command 2/4. Hie three wounded men there had already been removed to the hospital on SmuhkowsM Street Holding tight his throbbing temples and squintmg with his tired eyes. Lieutenant Pobog told me there was so much butchered human flesh at that hospital that there was not enough room even on tibe floors in the wards and